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draperies enveloped her entire body, it was impossible to divine aught of it. From the top of the terrace he contemplated this vague form rising like a phantom through the evening shadows.
At length she said to him :
" Take me to your tent.    1 wish it."
A recollection which he could not clearly define passed through his memory. He felt his heart beat. This air of command intimidated him.
" Follow me !" said he.
The barrier was lowered ; soon she was within the Barbarians' encampment
It was replete with a great tumult and a surging crowd. Fires burned brightly under suspended camp kettles, and their crimson reflections weirdly illuminated certain places, while permitting others to remain in complete darkness.
People were shouting and calling on all sides ; the horses were tethered in long, straight rows between the tents, that were round or square, constructed of leather or canvas ; there were also reed huts, and holes dug in the ground, like burrows of animals.
The soldiers were carting faggots for the iircs, or were squatting on the ground, or, wrapped up in their mats, were disposing themselves for sleep ; and Salammbo's horse, in order to step over their forms, sometimes was forced to stretch out his legs and leap.
Salammbo recalled having previously seen those very same men ; but now their beards were much longer, their faces more tanned, and their voices harsher. Matho walked in front of her, and at a